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burnt bread baked on cabbage leaves. Gregor replied
Reluctantly to the old cossack woman's questionings. She
had seen three sons as well as her husband join the rising.
She had a deep, masculine voice, and almost her first words
were to tell Gregor roughly :
;  " You may be an officer and commander of the xossack
~fools, but you've got no power over me, an old woman old
enough to be your mother. Talk to me, won't you? You
sit yawning and yawning;   I suppose you don't want to
talk to a woman !  I've sent three sons to your war, and the
old man too for his sins. You command my sons, but I
gave birth to them, suckled them, brought them up, carried
them in my skirt. And it wasn't easy, either.  Don't turn
your nose up, but tell me : will there be peace soon ? "
" Soon . . . you ought to be in bed, old lady/'
" Soon ! But how soon ?  Don't you try to put me to
bed ; I'm the mistress here, not you.  I've got to go out to
.see to the goats and lambs. We bring them in out of the
yard at night; they're still young. Will there be peace by
Easter ? "
" When we drive out the Reds we'll make peace with
them."
" You don't mean to say ! " The old woman dropped her
hands, with swollen wrists and fingers crooked with work
and rheumatism, on to her bony knees, and bitterly chewed
her withered brown lips. " Have they given in then ?
What are you fighting them for? The people have gone stark,
staring mad. You think it a game to fire with your firearms
and to look handsome on your horses, but what of us
-^mothers ? It's our sons that are being killed, isn't it ? "
" And aren't we our mothers' sons, you bitch ? " Gregor's
orderly said angrily, completely losing his temper with the
old woman's talk. " They're killing us, and you talk of our
' looking handsome on our horses/ You've lived till you're
grey-haired, but you go on babbling away and won't let
anyone sleep/'
" Sleep, sleep, you plaguy fool! What have you put your
spoke in for ? You sit there as silent as a well, and then
, suddenly break out like that! " the old woman retorted,
'    " There'll be no sleep for us with her tongue, Gregor
Pantalievich," the orderly groaned in despair. Lighting a
, cigarette, he struck the flint so hard that a pyrotechnic